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I AM THANKFUL. TO BE AN AMERICAN 

I am thankful to be an American because of my country's 

past, the’ proud story of a strong, liberty-loving psople. I 

am glad that the first Thanksgiving, celebrated over three 

hundred years ago, is a part of my heritage together with 

the Declaration of Independence and the Constitution, 

I am thankfui to be an American. because of my country's 

place in the world today, Other nations look to us for help 

as democracy, our way of life, is tested against dictator- 

ship. We will not fail them. Our nation is powerful and it 

is preparing to make good the words of President Lincoln, 

"Government of the people, by the people, for the psople, 

shall not perish from the earth,” 

I am thankful to be an American because of my country's 

future. I am confident that the Unitsd States will have a 

part in making a better world order after the war is over, 

And Iam also confident that in the future, as now, the 

United States will guarantee the right of its citizens to 

live free, happy lives. 

Who wouldn't be thankful to live in a country like mine? 

Sara Cook, Sr. III 
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WHAT AMIRICA MJANS. 

Evelyn Ward 

Senior IIl 
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General MacArthur 

He's the general of our men 

On America's Philippino sand, 

What a gallant fight he fights 

On the water, in the air, on the land. 

Who? MacArthur! 

Philippino land he's held 

Through the overwhelming thrusts of ths foe, 

Soon these attacks he will return 

With interest! no more the debt we'll owe. 

Who? MacArthur! 

We will ever remember this general 

Who fought to keep our country een: 

And.to him full thanks sre given 

From this great land of "Liberty." 

Yes! MacArthur! 

Elizabeth Albright, Jr. III 
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From Pans to Planes 

I was an aluminum pan. I had had food cooked in me for 

many years and so it came as a great surprise when I was 

taken out of the houses and thrown into a pen. I was not 

used to being penned up and soon became very tired. Never- 

theless, I stayed there about a week and then my coffee pot 

and kettle friends and I were loaded in a truck. 

After riding all day we came to a large factory. We 

were dumped into a gigantic bucket and swung over a fire. 

I felt myself melting and I can assure you it was not a 

pleasant feeling. I was run into a mold and when I hardened 

I was a broad silver sheet. A big crane swung me toward an 

enormous frame of wire and metal. I was placed against the 

thing and boltzd to it. More pisces of metal were put on 

until the frame was covered. 

Men pushed the silver thing out into a big field. Then 

suddenly there was a great humming sound and we rolled along 

the ground, As we glided through the clouds I suddenly 

realized that I, an unimvortant aluminum van, had become a 

part of the defense of a great nation, a U. S. bombing plane, 

David Ward, Jr. I 
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History 

Boy, Oh, Boy! was your face red, 

When the teacher looked at you, 

And with smiling eyes said, 

"You must work your history too." 

But when you sat down to work, 

With a smile upon your face, 

The other students laughed and smirked, 

For you were looking off in space. 

You saw the strutting Caesar, 

With mighty triumph Proud, 

March into the Roman Empire, 

As the people fawned and bowed. 

Your mind wandered to the present, 

And you viewed the war today, 

You saw Hitler's leering face, 

As he held the French at bay. 

Then you thought of the other dictators; 

Like Caesar, they must stall, 

Again you open your history book, 

You must pass the tsst next fall. 

Paul Blake, Sr. I 
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U. S. ARMY PLANE 

A droning noise in the distance, 
Nearer and nearer it comes, 
Louder and louder, 
Faster and faster, 
Whirling and swooping, 
Making faces at the sun. 
Flashing and gleaming 
Like a mirror, 
Making huge circles in the sky, 
Zooming, zipping, 
Gliding, dipping, 
The biggest bird ever to conquer 

the air. 
Now a silver spot 
On the far horizon, 
A speck in the sky, 
Out of sight in the distance. 

Joyce Farlow, Jr. Il 

BIRDS 

Birds can sing 
They have wings 
And the misty morn adores then. 

Birds are gay 
As flowers in May 
When the dew of the morn fdlls 

on then. 

Clarice Farr, Jr. IIl 



COAL MINES 

The clank of running machinery, then silence. 

Flying coal dust, 

Busy, black men hurrying about, 

A chain of squatty cars rising from the black mouth 

of the mines, 

A train puffing dark gray smoke into the sky, 

A shiny black mountain of slate, 

Small shacks scattered about the hillside, 

Black water dripping from frames of steel and wood, 

Trees burdened with heavy black dust, 

Men shouting and signaling to ons another above all 

the noise, 

Empty coal cars flying back into the darkness 

of the mines, 

A stream of tired black-faced men smerging uv the stsep 

man way of the mines. 

Betty Dement, Jr. III 
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PAY DAY 

Men with black-rimmed eyes hurrying from work, 

Loud-mouthed negro youths wearing high-waisted trousers, 

Small groups of men kidding and laughing, 

Giggling red-mouthed girls flitting in and out the commissary, 

Bill collectors sauntering from person to person, 

Mangy dogs mingling with the crowd, 

Tired-faced commissary clerks rushing from counter to cash 
register, 

Mixed odors of tobacco, cheap perfumes, and liquor blending 
with the stale air, 

A line of men awaiting fat yellow pay envelopes, 

Husky negro women flashing large gold teeth as they smile, 

Passing cars honking greetings to each other, 

The walk between the commissary ana pay office littered with 

banana peelings, cigarettes, and chewing gun. 

Betty Dement, Jr. III 
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PAY DAY 

Marjorie Shores 

Junicr TT 
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Mine Explosion 

Hurrying blackened men- 

Dust-laden air- 

Ghostly white stacks of timbers- 

The five honks of the chainman's signal. 

Doctors with worn brown bags waiting 
to administer aid- 

Set white faces- 

Houses blazing with lights- 

Small groups of anxious women- 

Puzzled children hanging on their mothers! 
dresses- 

Autos rushing to the scene of the accident- 

A chain of squatty cars crawling up the 
slope- 

Bulky figures covered with blood stained 
blankets- 3 

People making their final attempts to 
recognize their dead. 

Betty Dement, Jr. III 
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THS RED BARN 

D. A. Sims 

Junior IIT 
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The Mill Dam 

One of the most beautiful scenes that I have ever 

observed is near my own home. The creek runs through our 

section of town and the small mill dam is down the hill 

from my house. It is lovely to stand and watch the water 

rushing over the dam, 

In the spring the green grass and trees form 4 pic- 

turesque background for the dam. It is equally pretty in 

the fall when the leaves are turning red, yellow, and 

brown. This adds a splash of fall colors to the scene. 

Catherine Adams, Sr. I 
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MONTEVALLO POSTOFFICE 

Stately and proud she stands set back on her green, 

green lawns, 

And high overhead waves her flag, the flag of America. 

Inside she has a checkerboard floor and high creamy- 

white walls, 

With huge lights dangling down like full moons yellow 

and bright. 

In the people come with click of keys as they open 

their boxes, 

Voices echoing hollowly through the great roominess of 

the building. 

Then the scurrying feet of tircd clerks and the clink 

of money, 

And rustle of paper as they scll stamps and bonds to you. 

Pretty girls rustling in looking for letters from 

boy friends at camp. 

Neat housewives, their daily work done, coming for mail 

for their husbands. 

Little children, the school dav over, in to buy their 

defense stamps, 

To help Uncle Sam and our soldiers brave win this 

war today. 

Elizabeth Albright, Jr. Iil 
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THE TREE 

MAXING ACK: 

' JUNIOR II 
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My Mother's School Days 

My school days and my mother's school days are very 

different. Mother was out of bed at 5 o'clock every morn- 

ing starting her daily dasks, as she had many, She milked 

the cows and cleaned the house, as there were no older 

children in the family. With this done, she was ready 

for school. 

The school was only a short distance from her home 

which was an advantage. The teacher would ring the little 

black handled bell that the children had been waiting for, 

but dreading to hear, They climbed up the single stone 

step and marched into the little one-room log building 

filled with long tiresome benches. The big fireplace 

with the large logs crackling as they burned was at the 

front of the room, The only light was from two small 

windows, one at the end and the other at the side. 

A table with a chair which served as the teacher's 

desk was between the two rows of benches at the front 

of the room. A bucket of water and an old dipper were 

on a4 stool that stood in the corner, 

Their first lesson was spelling which they had 

three times a day. They used the Blue Back Speller for 

awhile, but later changed to another. Reading came 

next and this they had twice a day. The people of that 

time felt that these two classes were most important. 

The rest of the day they spent on geography, history, 
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English, and arithmetic. They were not graded, but as 

they finished one book, they had another more advanced, 

A school of sixteen was a very large school, They 

had but one teacher who was always a man. Since there 

was no other way of transportation, he rode a horse to 

school and kept it in my grandfather's stable, 

At 4 o'clock the last class was taught and the 

tired, weary children went home. 

The one stone that was used for a door step still 

distinguishes the place where the cabin stood many years 

ago. 

Dovis Champion, Sr. I 



(17) 

WAS I SCARED? 

Oh, why doesn't the bell ring? Why doesn't 
something happen? Anything to relieve this nervous 
tension. Thoughts were ringing through my aching 
head as I sat in the class room, The day before 
I had done something that Mr. Tidwell disliked very 
much and I was afraid that I would be called to his 
office any minute. I looked upon Mr. Tidwell with 
a fear that made the fear of the Jews for Hitler seem 
small, There came a knock on the door that made me 
tremble in my shoes. Someone was speaking to the 
teacher and then like a death sentence, a voice said, 
"Evelyn, Mr. Tidwell wants to see you in his office." 

With quivering heart and trembling legs I managed 
to get down the stairs. When I reached Mr. Tidwell's 
office, I was numb with fear, As soon as I entered, 
he started grunting, growling, and fussing, At first 
he fussed quietly, but finally he worked himself into 
@ rage that made him turn red, then purple, then black 
in the face. All at once he became silent and thought- 
ful, but with a cunning look in his eyes that showed 
he was contemplating some evil. He opened a drawer of 
his desk and pulled out a long, sharp, evil-looking 
knife. He looked at the knife and then back at me. 
I could hardly move I was so frightened. He licked 
his lips and drew the knife through his fingers and 
across his throat with a sneering grin on his face. 
Gradually he drew the knife back and I knew with a 
twist of his wrist I would be gone. I couldn't scream 
or talk. My limbs seemed varalyzed. I wanted to move 
but couldn't, 

A twist of the wrist! A flash of silver! The > 
knife came at me with terrific force. I couldn't move, 
I could see nothing but his evil sneering grin. The 
knife came on. 

With a start I awoke. Everything was dark when 
I opened my eyes and I knew I must have been dreaming. 
Oh, what a relief, yet I was too frightened to move, 
but finally I got up enough courage to turn over and 
g#0O back to sleep, 

Evelyn Watts, Sr. II 
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A FERRIS WHEEL RIDE AT SUNSET 

A ride on the ferris whsel! You climb in gingerly, 

the bar is snapped, and up you go. As you leave the ground, 

a sense of thrilling uneasiness envelopes you. The sun has 

colored the people, sky, and tents a soft golden hue, 

Lights twinkle, slowly, then faster and faster. For a split 

second right on top you seem to be queen of the universe, 

Then with a swoop that takes your breath away, you descend. 

Up again, down again, ina Merry circle with just enough 

contact with the earth to keep you from bursting with pure 

exhilaration, Suddenly after one last glorious swoop and 

a sharp jerk, the bar is thrown back and you stumble once 

more to solid ground and sealtty, Gone are those enchanting 

dreams; they have gone away to enlighten the hearts of others 

who are now on that gay revolving wheel, 

Elizabeth Albright, Jr. III 
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THR FaRRIS-WHEEL RIDE 

Peggy Davis 

Senior Il 
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GETTING UP IN THE MORNING 

Reveille couldn't possibly cause the soldier any 
more disgust than does the rude screeching of the 
alarm clock early in the morning. Summer mornings 
aren't so bad, and I can take the chillier ones of 
early spring and late fall. But deliver me from those 
mornings when the weather man's prediction of a 
"possible 15 degrees low’ turns out to be only too true. 

On such a morning I slowly begin to regain conscious-~ 
ness. Gradually through a haze of sleep I become aware 
that all is not as warm as my bed, Hopefully, I poke an 
experimental and inquisitive nose out from beneath my 
fortress of blankets. Disappointment descends simul- 
taneously with the sharp, cold air. It is all too true 
and I have to get up despite the weather. I lie in bed 
&@ little longer, surrounded by a luxurious wermth, turn- 
ing the matter over and over in my mind. Should I get 
up? Isn't it bad to rise ina cold room? Wouldn't 
that cause pneumonia? There is no way of escaping the 
inevitable. I must get up. I must be brave; have 
courage; breve men and women have meade the world what 
it is today. 

With much bravado, I fling my covers from me 
only to leap back again after one taste of the cutting 
air. Having failed to succeed, I try again. This 
time I sit gingerly on the side of the bed. Reluctantly, 
I try again. This time I put my fect on the floor and 
experience an electrical shock through my entire body. 
I grab wildly for my clothes and, with a feeling of having 
cenmerss Qa great evil, I dash for the warmer part of the 
ouse, 

Julia Rogan, Sr. II 
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GETTING, THE WASH 

‘Virginia Barnes 

Senior I] 
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The Lady With Her Chicks 

I know a nice lady, 

Her name I'll disclose; 

It's Garner, and she 

With her chicks loves to pose, 

She feeds them at daybreak, 

At ten, two, and four, 

And still Mrs. Garner's chicks 

Clamor for more. 

Though like Mrs. Garner 

I love chickens too, 

I feed mine at ten 

But forget them at two, 

Ellen Hall, Jr. II 
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MR TURTLE AND MRS. MURTLE 

On a rock sat an old grey turtle, 

On a near one raged his sour wife Murtle; 

She was throwing things and was mad, 

He had his head drawn in and was sad, 

It was mud and rocks she sent; 

Every time she threw, in he went. 

Once he got brave and threw back at her 

And ever since, she to him says "Sir." 

She now brings his slippers to the fire 

And never calls him a dunce or a liar; 

He's still an. old grey mud turtle, 

But now she's the obedient wife Murtle. 

Katherine Bridges, Jr. III 
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TH? PEACOCKS 

Olivia Haynie. 

Junior It 
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POLAND, 1942 

The scene--A quiet little town in Poland. 

Time--Six months from now. 

The people of the village are going about their daily 

chores. Although they ara far from happy, they are thank- 

ful to be alive. 

Suddenly, the peaceful village, with people dressed 

in their bright costumes, is turned into a wild panic. 

The villagers become inarticulate with fear, bells ring, 

sirens blow, women scream with terror, for down the road 

a tornado is coming with fantastic swiftness. As it 

draws nearer, roaring and rumbling, the people breath a 

sigh of relief. It isn't a tornado at all, but Hitler, 

kicked out of Germany and fleeing for his dear life down 

the little country road, leaving a cloud of dust behind 

him. 

Dickie Miller, Sr. I 
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GONE THE LAST MILZ 

The man, with a heart-breaking sigh, looked tanderly 
at the body of his friend. He drew back aghast at ths 
sight of the gaping hole in the side of his loved one. A 
few tears trickled down his cheeks as he laid his nearly 
extinct pal in ths car. 

He looksd around slowly and glared with hatred in 
his eyes at the thing that had taken his frisné's lifes. 
His eyes again turned soft as his glance was drawn once 
more to his dear ons. He knew his buddy had gone the 
last mile of the way. He murmured softly to himsslf, 
"You were a good frisnd while you lasted, old pal. I'll 
never have another like you." 

As he spoks, a lump came into his throat. He 
tenderly reached in the car and felt once more of his 
old tire that hed served him so well, 

Paul Blake, Sr. I 
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IN A HURRY. 

Flossie Lucas 

Junior Iil 
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IMPRESSIONS OF HALLOWZEN 

Spooky meowing of jet black cats, 

Dim flickering orange candles, 

The rattling of chalky white skeleton bones, 

Bright red apples bobbing up and down in tubs of water. 

Orange jack-o-lanterns sitting on fence posts, 

Shadowy white ghosts floating by, 

Dull black witches riding thru the mist, 

Solemn hooting in the tree-tops, 

Shocks of corn stalks in moonlit fields, 

A big yellow moon that gives no light, 

Arched-back black cats, 

The shrieks of a lonesome raven, 

Tall, dark, whispering trzes, 

Dull, black cats between a moon and me, 

Clarice Farr 
Betty Dement 
Edine Sellers 
Alma Ruth Daily 

Jr. II's and III's 
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LAZY SUMMER EVENING 

It was her first date with him and trying 
to decide what to wear turned out to be a 
puzzle. Theres were only a few minutes left 
before he would arrive. She hurriedly slipped 
into her new green skirt and sweater. The 
doorbell rang and she knew it must be he, so 
smearing tha lipstick on her lips she quickly 
ran into the living room, gave her mothar a 
hasty kiss, sand was gone in a flashl 

"Sergeant York" was playing and so to the 
theatre. From here the story becomes only 
shattered fragments..lights out...Aw, shucks... 
you don't say?...My goodness gracious!...0O. K., 
baby...Whatcha say?...Aw! I don't believe you... 
Bet you didn’t’ ‘know that!...,Oh, boy, lookit that!... 
H3'll get her!,... : 

Then a flash onthe scrsen...THS END! 

Home again, and...Oh, what a thrilling 
evening, and how romantic he is! 

Margaret Kennerly, dr. I 
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THE LOAD OF HAY 

Jean Rogers 

Senior II 
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Dear Santa Claus: 

This year you must be pretty bothered wondering how 

you'll visit the countries that are now torn between the 

love of freedom and the defense of their lands, Somehow, 

I feel you'll be right there even though the noise of guns 

and the roar of man's heartless attack on civilization 

will make a rather disheartening fanfare for you and your 

Sleigh, 

The spirit of Christmas surely must abide deep down in 

the hearts of all those who will not have time to stop and 

commemorate the greatest event in the history of mankind-- 

the birth of our Lord, Jesus Christ. Wouldn't it be won- 

derful if, for one minute on Christmas day, the whole world 

could stop and offer a prayer for peace; the peace for 

which everyone so deeply longs, 

You'll have a hard time this year, Santa Claus, but 

I know you can take it, 

This year when we join in the usual Christmas carols, 

the familiar words "Oh, Come All ye Faithful" will have a 

still deeper meaning--it will be a challenge to all of 

those who have faith that somewhere in this world there 

is peace, a peace that will reign supreme over a world 

too busy to stop and think of you--Santa Claus. 

Your friand, 

The Spirit of Christmas 

Mary Jean Kennerly, Sr. II 
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HOW WE SPEND CHRISTMAS 

We spend Christmas one way by decorating our 

tree and the house, We put red and blue lights, 

pretty bright tinsel and icicles on it. We put 

red and green ropes on it, too. We put in our 

windows wreaths and little bells. We place our 

tree in the bedroom so we can have plenty of 

room to place our toys under it. We sit around 

the fire on Christmas Eve and pop popcorn and 

parch peanuts. Then we tell stories about Christ- 

mas. On Christmas Day I try to be the first ons 

to our tree. 

Georgia Lee Smith 



(33) 

CON®, ALL Y2 FAITHFUL 

This Christmas when crashing bombs almost obliterate 

the music of Christmas carols, one of them, "Oh, Coma, 

All Ye Faithful," has special meaning to me. "Come, you 

who liks to think how the aromatic smell of cedar fills 

@ room at Christmas and how cheerful ths flames are from 

tapering red candles." 

"Come," thse song continues, "all you who like to 

remember how sach hour of a child's Christmas Rye stretches 

liks a rubberband until it snaps as he wakes and realizes 

that it is Christmss morning. Come, you who get a thrill 

from holiday crowds and tha sternal red-and-greenness of 

decorations in small town stores and the dignity of a 

Christmas church service. 

"Come, all ye faithful who love and believe in Christ- 

mas and who are certain that somsthing which has lived for 

1,941 years cannot be destroyed by 4 war, however terrible. 

Come and I will show you a quict, shining thing which you 

call peace, miles of years ahead, perhaps, but waiting for 

us, steady and unfailing." 

Sara Cook, Sr. III 
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ANYTHING CAN HAPPEN 
| by 

(Betty Pendleton and Joyce Farlow) 

Characters: 

Inmates of an insane asylum under the illusion that they 
are: 

Napoleon 
Longfellow 
Julius Caesar 
Jenny Lind 
Doctor 
Florence Nightengale 
Joan of Arc 
Butterfly or Public Enemy 
Wise Cracks 
sideline 

The Sane persons are: 

Real Doctor 
Guard 
Boy and Girl 

Time: About 10:00 in the morning. 
Scene; A ward in an asylun. 

As the curtain is drawn, we see a group of inmates ob- 

serving a medical examination which is being given Long- 

fellow by an insane doctor. They are standing in the center 

of the stage. The doctor is using imaginary instruments, 

Down stage far left and right are wisecrack and Sideline sit- 

ting on stools, Between Wisecrack and the door on the right 

of the stage Julius Caesar is standing at attention, playing 

with a sword and looking at the curious pair in the center. 

Up stage left sitting on a couch are the boy and girl, 

Doctor: (Introducing new patient) Julius Caesar, this is 

Longfellow. 
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Wise Crack: Julius Caesar is dead. He's not Julius Caesar. 

Longfellow: Oh, Julius Caesar, I remember you. You were going 
to be emperor of Rome and with the help of Napoleon you were 
going to conquer the world. Where is Napoleon? Did he not 
get his chance to rule the world? 

Boy and Girl: What are they talking about? 

(Enter Napoleon) 
Napoleon: <A am Napoleon of the past, 

Wise Crack: He's not Napolson, I am. 

Longfellow: How are you, Napoleon? 

Napoleon: Very fins, indeed, except that I live in a strain 
day and night for fear someone will slip up and stick a knife 
into my heart. 

Wise Crack: What heart? 

Caesar: And I fear if this should happen I would never conquer 
the world without the help of my faithful friend, Napoleon, 

Sidelines: He's a prevaricator. 

Florence Nightingale: (Jnters and comes to front of stage) 
Hello, old friend. How are you? (She begins bandaging Long- 
fellow and continues to bandage someone throughout the slay} 

Longfellow: I'm glad to see so many of my old friends still 
here, 

Boy: Why do they want to come back here? 

Girl: Uncles John said they were in a terrible state of mind, 

(Butterfly enters fluttering her arms as though they were wings. ) 
Butterfly: I wish I could get out of this dump. I am no more 
a beautiful. butterfly for my wings are wilted, 

Wise Crack: Shs doesn't look like cone. 

Butterfly: Look at poor Florence, She has bandaged everyone 
in the place and still has some bandages left, Isn't it a 
Shame? I want to see ths world. 

Doctor: Now, Now!. Butterfly, don't get discouraged for some 
day you shall see the world. 
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Napoleon: Like me. Someday I will see the world for I must 
conquer it. 

Butterfly: Oh, if I had the wings of an angel, over these 
prison walls I would fly, 

Wise Crack: No, you wouldn't, for your wings wouldn't hold 
you up. 

(Enter Joan of Arc) 
Joan of Arc: When I go back to France, I will give my life 
for my country. 

Lunatics: Again! 

Boy: If she saves France, she'll have to get out of here in 
an awful hurry. 

Jenny Lind: (Comes.intrilling) Oh, hello, Longfellow, Have 
you been working on a new poem lately? 

Longfellow: I have just composed a poem, 

Janny Lind: Recite it! Recite it! Oh, Longfallow, recite it 
to me. 

(Longfellow recit3s poem.) 
Under the spreading chestnut tree, 

(The inmates put arms over head to look like branches and make 
funny noises. ) 

Wise Crack: What is this? A cat concert? 

Florence Nightingals: (Steps in front of Longfellow. He 
looks at her strangely. She opsns his mouth and gives hin a 
pill.) Swallow! Swallow! (Boy and Girl laugh.) 

Doctor: We must get on with the health check-up. We will 
start with Jenny Lind. (Music in background is heartbeat.) 

Doctor: Napoleon is next. 

Napoleon: (Puts hand over heart) No! No! 

(Doctor stamps his foot and goes out.) 

Wise Crack: Boy, is he mad? 

(Meanwhile the Butterfly has slipped away unnoticed, 

Florence Nightingales: The door is open and we are free! 
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Sidelines: She's a prevaricator,. 

Joan of Arc: And now, dear people, how shall we waste our 
time? 

Boy and Girl: What are they talking about? 

Florence Nightingale: Butterfly is gone! 

Julius Caesar: You must demand his life. 

Wise Crack: Who wants her head on a silver platter? 

(Butterfly as Public Znemy comes in twirling a pistol) No, 
pals, I have not deserted you. But in time of need I call on 
you for help, and by gosh, you shall obey me, Let us have a 
rat court and decide what we shall do. We will all be two- 
legged rat& when we finish this trick. 

Jenny Lind: (Jumps on a chair and pulls up her skirts) Did 
you say rats? 

Wise Crack: Just like girls, afraid of rats, 

(Boy and Girl look at each other) 

Girl: I hope they don't do anything rash, 

Boy: If they do, we will have to tell Uncle John of our being 
here, and he told us not to come. (Public Znemy sees them.) 

Public inemy: Hey, you in the corner, come over here, You 
may have some ideas about this thing, Anyway, you wouldn't 
let me down now, when we are about to escape. (Boy and girl 
join the group. 

Boy: What are we supposed to do? 

Girl: Why not go to the zoo? 

(Inmates make more loud noises.) 

Longfellow: I wiil write my next poem about the zoo. 

Napoleon: I'll get an elsphant to ride when I conquer the 
world. (Strikes a majestic pose) 

Wise Crack; With one of those things, it would take you a 
year to get anywhere. 

Boy: I didn't know a trip to the zoo could cause so much 
trouble, 
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Public Enemy: If everything is ready, we might as well start. 

Wise Crack: At your service. 

(Guard and Head Doctor enter.) 

Guard: Where is that lunatic doctor who was here a few 
minutes ago? 

Real Dector: idward Brown, you shouldn't play with guns or 
any other dangerous articles, Now give me the pistol and calm 
down liks a nice fellow. George Zlliot Reid, you are still 
Julius Caesar, bus you should take the sane warning as Brown, 
and do not play with dangerous things. Now give me the sword. 
Don't worry, I won't hurt you. I just don't want you to hurt 
yourself, 

Crazy Doctor: (Comes in) Cops! (He faints.) 

Dector: I'll get the smelling salts. (He leaves) 

Guard: At last this is an asylum cnce more and not a com- 
bination of Doctor's office, First National Bank, and the 
whole Roman Zmvire, 

Wise Crack: Boy, ch boy! What a day! I'm crazy, folks. (He 
dances across the stage making funny faces.) 

Sidelines: And folks, that ain't no lie! (Imitates make 
funny noise) 

(Curtain) 


